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A DAY’S SHOOTING. 
“ There never was a busier man than Poor Papa. He is not even allowed to indulge in the luxury of a day’s pheasant shooting. Never mind, Dad lives 
in hopes of, at some future period, becoming a millionaire, in which event, I have no doubt, he would paint the universe vermilion. I was pleased to hear, though, 
that my unfortunate male parent recently had a very pleasant day’s sparrow shooting in the backyard attached to ‘The Mildeweries.’ The only ones that 
did not enjoy themselves seemed to be the dicky birds and Poor Ma, whose life is still despaired of.”—Toorsit. 


AND THEN THE ORCHESTRA STARTED. GHOSTS IN COURT. 10 


— 15 etl — 1 
3 1 On June 10th, 1754, Duncan Terig and Alexander Mae, a 
donald, two Highlande were tried at Edinburgh for \ 
the murder of Arthur Davis, sergeant in Guise's Regi- a 
ment, on September 28th, 1749. The murder occurred not 
one after the Civil War of 1745, the embers of which were ] 
still smouldering, so that thero were too many reasons on 
account of which an English soldier straggling far from 
5 might be privately cut off by the inhabitants of 


ese wilds. 
Davis had a fowling-piece, and money and rings upon his it 
person, and some of is valuables were afterwards seen in g j 
the possession of the accused. Robbery seems to have \ 
been the sole object of his murderers. 

vis was missing many years without any certainty as ‘ 
to his fate, but at length one Alexander Macguillies, a farm 11 
servant at Inverey, speaking no language but Gaelic, in 5 
court, through an interpreter, made the following extra- 
ordinary statement: 

He was,” he said, in bed in his cottage when an 1 
apparition came to his bedside and commanded him to daw) 
rive and follow it out of doors. Believing it to be a 9 
neighbour named Farquharson he did as he was bid, and {7 
when they were without the cottage his visitor told him . 


1 5 that it bey ithe ghost of 1 Ean 1 ee 160 
r. Sophty was just makin his mind the Miss M Whi fortunate! simultaneously kissed bim, with the above to go and bury its mortal remains, which lay concealed in 
f he would a — ee “Sia ead ary sa a place that l pointed out ina ‘moorland track, and he 
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bade him take Farquharson to help him. Next day, Mac- 
guillies went to the spot indicated and there found the bones 
of a human body, much decayed, He did not, however, at 
the time burv the bones. and, in consequence, the ghost again 
Appeared to nim and upbraided him for his breach of promise. 
On this oceasion the witness asked the ghost who were the 
murderers, and received in answer the names of the two men 
hut on their trial. After this second visitation he and Farquharson 
buried the body.” 8 

Farquharson was brought in evidence to prove that Macguillies 
had called him to the burial of the bones, and told him the same 
story he had told in court. Isabel Machardie, who slept in one of 
the beds which ran along the wall in those days in an ordinary 
Highland hut. declared that “she saw something naked come in 
at the door, which frighted her so much that she drew the clothes 
over her head; that when it appeared it came in a bowing pose 
ture: that she could not tell what it was; that next morning she 
asked Macguillies what it was that had troubled them the night 
before, and that he had answered she might be easy, for it would 
not trouble her any more.” 8 . 

Yet, thouzh the supernatural incident was thus fortified, and 
although there were other strong presumptions, against the 
prisoners, the story of the ghost threw an air of ridicule on the 
whole evidence for the prosecution. it was followed up by 
the counsel for the prisoners asking “What language did the ghost 
speak in?“ Macguillies, who was, as we have already intimated, 
entirely ignorant of the English language, replied, * As good Gaelic 
us I ever heard in Poche * Pretty well for the ghost of an 
English sergeant,” answered the counsel. 

The inference was rather smart and more plausible than sound,” 
says Sir Walter Scott, describing the case, “for the apparition of 
the ghost being admitted, we know too little of the other world to 
judge whether all languages may not be alike familiar to those 
who belong to it.” 

Nevertheless, it created roars of laughter, and the jury found 
the prisoners Not it. aithouzh their counsel, solicitor, and 
most of the court were satisfied that they had committed the 
murder, 

Here is another case. A yeoman named Walker, of good estate 
and a widower, living in Chester-le-Street, had in his service 1 
young female relative., An amour took place between them, and 
u time came when her lover wanted to get rid of the poor girl. 
und he sent her away under the care af one Mark Sharp, a collier. 
professedly that she might be taken care of. Nothing afterwards 
was heard of her until one night in the ensuing winter an honest 
fuller named James Graham, who lived about six miles from 
Walker's house, coming down from the upper to the lower floor of 
his mill, found a woman standing there with her hair h ng 
about her head, in which were five bloody wounds, He asked her 
who she was and what she wanted, when she gave an account of 
her sad life, having been killed by Sharp on the moor in their 
journey, and thrown into a disused coal-pit hard by; while the 


Instrument of her death, a pick, had been hid behind a bank l 


with her clothes, which were stained with her blood. She appeai 
to him twice and urged him to expose her murderers. . The 2 
pick, and clothes being found as Graham described, little doubt 
remained of Walker and Sharp's guilt. They were tried in August 
1631, found guilty, condemned and executed. The mode of dis- 
covery inthose dark ages could not fail to make a t impression 
and cause much excitement at the trial. One Fairbair, a juryman, 
alleged that he saw a child sitting on Walker's shaulder.” 
(Newt week, * Sandford and Merton Gone Wrong.") 
ee 
Bak GARDIN, 
Me and Billium iss thatt ded sik off the gurl nex dore we av 
simple chuck er. Billium, he say, lett er bile er ed. 
(uc weak we resoom orty Cullshure with a pennorth off sedes.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
bind Correapondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough toacontain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Absolutely off it, TomMY ; Thanks for offer all the same. Sorry 
that we cannot, GARLAND; They are both unknown to fame, Sce 
aubscription rates, CONVULVUS ; They awill tell you all you wish, 

‘va, you might, A POACHER ; but it's Round to prove a costly 
dish. Very glad ta hear it, Stucco; Hope wen alirays do aa 
well, Not the least idea, F. MARTIN ; It's impossible to tell, Juat 
a few, AN OLD SUBSCRIBER; But we cannot spare them now, 
Thanks Sor letter, II. J. LAWRENCE ; Zell us when you make your 
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Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
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with his or her death in a Railway Accident to tke Train in 
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Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD, 


° —— 


ScENE— CHuntry Hotel, 
Visitor. Here, waiter, take this egg away; it's quite stale, What 
do you mean by telling me it was fresh laid? 
Waiter, So it was, sir; so it was, but—confidentially—it must 
‘ave bin one of our very old "ens wot laid that, sir, 


. 

THE scene is the theatre of a bush settlement in the Wild West, 
and the time the first night of a new play. The curtain falls upon 
the last act amidst strong tokens of disapproval and vengeful shouts 
of “ Author, author.” Presently a printed board is lowered from 
the flies bearing the words, “The author is not in the house.” A 
roar of anger and disappointment, and then a voice shoute “ Never 
mind, send in the manager, we must have someone to shoot.” 


Pedagoque. Now, sir, can you tell me, sir, which is the breeziest 
town in England, sir 
Cheeky Boy. Ves, sir; Wind-sir! 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 698.—The “Kingston Workhouse" Cost ume. 


The charge was one of assault, 
and developed some remarkable 
features, 


Y yor. 


x 8 a eae 
Me. Yes, I’ve dropped a good ten 


She. Really! How very careless you must be. Didu't you offer avy reward 


for it? 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC, 
No, 7A Hare. 


7 


thousanil on this very racecourse in my time. 


Village Nurse, I've called for the ice for 


the little boy with the measles. 


Country Doctor, I never ordered any tee ? 


Village Nurse, Lou said he was 
tee-clated, 


be 


Saturday, October 12, 1895, 


Overheard in ballroom, 
He. What a fovely complexion that girl has, 
She pours). Yes, she uses Saunder’s, 
Pal eee 
5 . 7 8 * 
He. Aind what good eth she haa? = 
15 i e, a sate he has 3 . 
le. at ut t she . 5 
bought those? * ie e 


Jimson. 1 soon found that it was im bl 

so I left it off entirely. posible to eycle and tov... 
Jamaon, What, the booze? 
Jimson, No; the cycling. * 


HE'LL find the answer, in forty winks, 


she 


To the t sum ever given: 

He'll show you the tiniest that blinks 
In the vast expanse of heaven. 

The flower with a name of the Latinest kind 
He'll “spot” in the garden wide : 

But it takes him an hour and a half to find 
His train 


in his Bradshaw's Guide! 


Maulstick. By the way, old man, do ry 
Danton at lat 1 . 3 1 8 e 

Palette (spitefully). Yes, confound him; only . 
is they haven't drawn and quartered him also. W 


Mies Charming Humility, When I 
my lord and ng = *. marry, my husband will be 

Misa Saucipuss. Oh, yes! I understand, you evidently expect to 
marry a title. 0 


Jones, Oh, you were at the anniversary supper last nigh : 
7087 . Take part; Tehould think ae ate mane 1 55 
mech, C) shoul ink he a ; : 
only thankful that he didn't take the lot. and I was 


i 1 75 Man with a Gun. Haw, dear boy, been out, I see. Any 

5 5 

Second Man with a Gun. Ta. an, wonderful. Didn't kill any. 

body, not even a wretched beater, don‘tcherknow, shee 
ss 


s 
Fond Mater. What's the matter, Bobby, dear—whatever are 
you looking so angry about? 
Spoilt Child. Oh, I feel dreffel cross, mummie, and I can't 
remember the swear words pa syn when he's cross, too. 


0 
Brown. Why, my dear, your writing is getting worse and worse. 
Til defy anyone to make — or tail of a I can't read it. 

Mrs. Brown. Don't worry over it, my dear; you haven't got to 
read it. It's a note to Mrs. Robinson, she'll make something out 
of it. 0 


Captain Sharper. Yes, I've taken a capital little house now. jus 
the —f for nit of — little card parties ; n shag i os 
think of a good name for it. 


Lord Plunger, H'm, don't you think “The Rookery” would be 
about the most appropriate name for it? 
ees 


THE Fiend Insomnia, 60 1 read, 

F 
u y o come 

And bless me in my hour of need. 


Come forth, come forth, thou fearsome sprite! 

Inert Insomnia, come! and smite 

With sleeplessness the slumbering wight 

(In the next-room bed) who snores all night! 
ss 


ScENE—Third-claes Railway Carriage. 
Middle-aged Masher (irritably). 1 wish you would keep your 
child away from me, he annoys me. 
Mother. I'm so sorry, sir. The fact is he takes you for his grand · 
father, and you're wonderful like him. 


Young Wife. Oh, dear! oh, dear! I don't know ansthing in 
this wide world more awfully miserable than having the toothavir. 
Old Wife. Oh, don’t you? Wait until your husband has it. 
ss 


Country School Inspector, Why is the lady of the house call: 
the missis? 
Pupil. Cos she misses ev'rything she shies at, sir. 
ss 


s 
Guest (whose wife has gone upstairs with hostess to put on her 
bonnet), Er—do you think the ladies will be long, old chap? | 
Host. Not more than another two hours, I fancy—they've just 
commenced a discussion on servants, 
ss 


s 
Beak. I can't understand such brutality. What had your poor 
wife done that you should thrash her in such a manner? 
Coster. Blimy, guv'nor! why, the moke ad been dead a week— 
I must ‘ave somethink to knock al 
ss 


d Anh ‘wl Kid. I've just learned “The boy stood on the burnin; 
lec 


55 r Oh, indeed !—going to make some pocket money 

recitin; 

Artful Kid (scornfully). Wot do yer think? Why, I can make 

twice as much by oldin 74 nate, pe Now, which would yeu 
To 7 


rather do—listen to it right ugh, or pay me a tanner to clear 
out? [The Innocent pays the siapence like a lamb. 
ss 


s 
Parishioner No. 1. What, another bazaar! why, you only hal 
- a few weeks ago to enable you to send the rector to the set 
side. 
Parishioner No. 2. Oh, yes; well, this is to enable the rector 10 
come home again. „ 


BREATHES there a man with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said, 

While he to smoking concert went : 
„Although I spend my last red cent, 

And though the peeler by the neck 

Shall drag me home—a helpless wreck, 
And though 14A — shall me requite 
With frenzied batterings, yet, in spite 

Of all these things, I mean this night 

To feast my soul with rich delight!“ (?) 


. 
SCENE—The South Western Police Court. 
Magistrate, How do you say this man was dressed! 
Wit ness. Like a woman, yer honour. 
Magistrate. What do you mean, sir? a 
Witness. bad in knickerbockers, yer honour—with loose coal. 
white shirt, stick-up collar and straw 


s A 
HE was a frugal Scot, and when the collection plate came rou" 
dropped ina florin in mistake for the humble copper. A 
discovering his mistake, however, he N softly down the ich 
and requested the oof-gatherer to give him back the coin, n 
request was politely but firmly refused. A shade of disappointm,"” 
nitted o'er the Northerner's face as he walked slowly back ue 
ew. “ Awecl,” he said, it's a loss, but there's some sma eae 
tion in reflectin’ it’s a bad one. It might have got me. 
trouble anywhere else. 
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Saturday, October 12, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE CHEER BOYS CHEERING. 


in a Drury Lane drama! 
bien ta the high life and demi-monde scenes, the dress: s from 


Reginald Fitsdavis: 
Onakl xs DALTON. 


Lady Milpard : 
FANNY BrovuGg. 
Worth, of Paris, the horsemanship and polo ponies, the wicked her- 
sons in the city, and the rattle and crash of the guns in South Africa, 

The moment I arrived in London I the word to my second 

best chap to plank down his dollars at Romano's Restaurant and 
the box office at Drury Lane Theatre, and enjoyed my little self 
awfully. 
"sir Augustus Harris does everything well. That is why he és 
Sir Augustus, He makes friends before and behind the curtain. 
It is only on rare occasions and under strong provocation that he 
bullies the most su uous super at rehearsal. He lets things 
right themselves. Ik his first night's show is a bit lengthy he soon 
Hon gets things within reasonable limits, and the last fast train on 
saturday sige from Victoria to the Old Ship, Brighton, is among 
the possibilities, 

Cheer, Boys, Cheer! is as good a piece as we have seen at Drury 
Lane, where we have seen many ones for years past, and will 
allord delight to thousands ot sightseers, It is, of course, on some- 
what the same lines as other Drury Lane successes, but probabl 
it would not be a success were it not so. A Drury Lane drama is 
n great undertaking. The ladies’ dresses in one scene must run 
into hundreds on hundreds of pounds, and during the run, which, 
of course, will be a long one, the quantity of powder banged away 
must be little short of a waggon load. A 

v to interest everyone, and Sir A us 
Henry Hamilton have laid their heads 
: whilst the acting @ most excel- 
smallest characters being capitally 


Cheer, Boys, Cheer! is a 
Harris, Ceci]. Raleigh, an 
together to the best of pu 
lent all round, some of t 


re Hil 
HAMILTON REVELLE. 


played, There is Miss Fanny Brough, whose every line brings a 
mar of laughter; whilst the incident of the song at the piano is 
dclightfully pathetic. There is Mrs. Raleigh, who looks charming, 
und is perfectly fitted with a part, and nothing could be more 
sprightly than Miss Pattie Browne. 

Mr. Henry Neville 15 with as much dash and earnestnena as 
erer. Mr. George Giddens is splittingly funny. Mr. Charles 
Dalton makes a remarkably cool and well-dressed villain, and 
Mr. Lionel Rignold a jolly good Jew. 

Mr. William Rignold has one good chance, and so has Mr. Tripp 
Kdgar in a ve moving episode. Mr. Sidney Howard plays well 
4s a young nobleman, and Mr. Austin Melford as a shady legal 
gentleman. Mr. Hamilton Revelle, too, scores capitally. 

_ There are two scenes that should draw all London. One is “The 
Grand Staircase at Chepstow House,” a beautiful act with a crowd 
of pretty women splendidly dressed in costumes from the famous 
firm of Worth, of Paris. Some of them, as you may guess, my 

cars, are very dreams of beauty. 

And “The Last Stand,” and “Till Death do us Part,” and the 
massacre of the brave little band, and the marriage of the dying 
man, the Marquis of Chepstow, to Blanche, the heroine—nothing 
could have been better conceived or carried out. 

„ Go and see the play and you must be a hard old nail if some of 
3 incidents do not knock a tear - drop out of you during 
vening, 


HAD HIM THERE. 


, * Why are you like the moon, deah boy?” “I dawn't knaw. “Because you 
Cok round.“ “ But I dawn't always look round, bai Jove!" Neither does the 
u. oon. Haw, haw i” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PlLbls 


PRICE gie. PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLOPER'S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRESCRIPTION 
OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN PRACTISING 
WEST END OF LON DON. and will be found invaluable in 8 
Complaint, Indigestion, all Stomachic Affectiona. G ervousness, Short- 
Berne. Disturbed Nights; Unpleamat’ Dreams, Billonmess Want’ of Yenc 
„ * 
1 1. aos jousness, Want cue, 


| Eaatthorp Strect, Ruddington, September Joch, 1895. 

i SIRS,—I enclose 19 stampa for treo boxes of your | 
Sloper’s Pills. J have had one box before, and I find 
! they did me a lot of good for Shortness of 


Breath. Yours truly, 5 


0 JOSEPH HENSON, Junr. 
ara. GURDEN & CO. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND OD. IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN d OO. 


88 non LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, . c., 
And a Box will be sent immediately. 


“SOMETHING TO PLAY WITH.” 


Mr. Howarp Paut, F. O. S., who was Arthur Roberts's first 
manager, tells this little anecdote of the popular actor: 

Arthur Roberts, the comedian, is a born humorist, as anyone 
who has seen him on the stage or read his shilling “ Life“ just 
published, will quickly discover. Here is a little unpublished 
anecdote which is not in the book. It turns on his natural - ob. 
fuscation and confusion when he was a mere lad in on and 
had determined on opening his first account ina bank. He called 
at the Union Bank, Argyll Place, Regent Street, and said to a 
I clerk ina sepulchral whisper: Can I see the manager 
of the bank—-alvre?” “I don't know why _1 mid ‘alone,’” 
remarked Roberts, but I certainly said it.“ I will let him tell 
the story in his own way : 

“I was conducted to the manager's room. He was a tall, grave, 
calm man, and I had four 45 notes in a crumpled ball in 
my trousers’ pocket.” 

** Are you the manager? I enquired. He bowed stiffly, witha 
suggestion of a smile on his nether lip. 

Can I speak to you alone?’ I accented the last word strenu- 
ously. Fe presi on me with an expression of alarm. He, doubt- 
less, fancied I had some important secret to reveal. 

Come in here,’ he said, and led the way to a small inner 
apartment and turned the ker. ‘We are safe from interruption 
here; sit down.’ We both sat down and gazed at each other. I 
found no voice to speak. The silence was embarrassing. ‘You 
are n detective, I presume,’ he said at last. He had gathered from 
my mysterious manner that I was probably a detective or a func- 
t with an important secret to reveal. 

8 oe I'm not a detective. I have come to open an account; 
1 intend to keep all of my money in this bank.’ 

The manager looked relieved, but his face still wore an enquir- 
ing aspect. He concluded now that I must a relative of 
Rothschild's or Colonel Nitrate North, or some other fabulously 
opulent person. 

4% A large account, I suppose?’ he suggested. 

„ Tolerably large, 1 whispered. I propose to deposit £20 now 
and £5 month regularly.’ 

“The manager arose, unlocked the door in a hasty, irritable, and, 
1 thought, nasty manner, and called a clerk. ‘Mr. „ he said, 
in an unnecessarily loud tone of voice, this young man desires to 
open an account. He will deposit £20. G morning, sir.’ 

“T arose. A huge iron door stood open on one side of the room. 
Good morning,’ said I, and in my confusion ce ares into the safe. 
Come out,’ sald the manager, resolutely, and pointed the way into 
the adjoining apartment. 

“Under the guidance of the courteous Mr. Price I proceeded to 
the receiver's desk, and poked the ball of notes at him with a 

uick, convulsive movement, as if periorming a conjuring trick. 

7 face was as white as chalk. 

Here, I said, ‘deposit it.’ The tone of words seemed to mean 
Let us achieve this momentous act while the fit and fever is on 
us. He took the money in the coolest and most imperturbable 
manner, asked me to write the sum on a sie of paper and sign my 
name in a book. 1 no longer knew what 1 was doing; the bank 
seemed to swim before my eyes. 

% Te it deposited ?’ I asked. in a hollow voice. 

1 „et is,’ replied the accountant with a smile on his impassive 
entures. 

“In another moment I was in the street, and the fresh air 
restored me somewhat, but | had gone through n ferrful ordeal. 
thought 1 should have ‘gone to my account’ im other than a 


financial sense.” 
— —ä— 


JUST A REMINDER. 


I7’s all very well going over to Paris, ns scores of Englishmen 
do at this season, and writing home to say how familiar and 
precious it all seems in the “ Quartier Latin,” and how delighted 
you were to see the dear old boulevards once again,“ It's a change, 
and it’s novel, and both change and novelty have their charms about 
them; but England is the land, and English b the “tackle” 
for a Britisher. We came across a young man in Paris the other 
night whose thoughts were for home. It was in the Cafe de In 
Prix. He commenced talking to one of the waiters in French till 
the fellow intimated that he “speakee Inglees,” when our 
hero, with a sigh of relief, dropped into that 8 old tongue. 

„m sick—malade—of French dishes,” said he, and 1 want 
something to make me feel as if 1 were at home. Can't jpn bring 
me a plate of something that will remind me of England?” 

A happy inspiration bee up the face of the garcon, 

O Parbleu! he cried, “I haf cet, I can bring you a glass of 
somezing zat vill remind you of Scotland!” 

“G old ‘Special.’ it touches the spot; bring it up!" yelled 
the happy Britisher, and peace and happiness reigned again. 


— ö ä Pͤ——ũ——[— 


KNEW HOW TO WORK HIM. 


Tux other evening a fellow who was tired of the rain and the 
streets and the irregularity of feeding time, determined to havea 
rent in prison, and broke a shop window accordingly. yey J to 
the station the constable rammed his knuckles a little too far into 
the chap's neck, and he began to struggle. k here,” said the 
bobby, “if you're not quiet I'll be hanged if I lock you up, and 
you'll jolly well have to go tg the workhouse instead.” This quieted 
him down, and he went line b 


823 
FLYNKER’S MUG. 


— 


So ſar as mere guilelessness of aspect went he could have given 
the Heathen Chinee himself a stone and lost him. Therefore 
Flynker, whose avocnt ion 
was mug-finding, no sooner 
clapped eyes upon him than 
—after the fashion of the late 
lamented Jem Bludsoe—he 
“saw his duty a dead sure 
thing, an’ went for it thar’ 
an’ then.” 

How Flynker came to be 
at such a one-horse hole as 
Boghampton is easily ex- 
plainable. Gentlemen of his 
profession who haunt race- 
courses in pursuit of their 
calling not unfrequently 
have serious differences of 
opinion with the police, and 
detectives being ns n rule a 
most ig far legge un- 
imaginative class of indi- 
viduals, any appeal to their 
finer artistic sense would, at 
such times, be worse than 
useless, At least this was 
Flynker’s opinion, for 
having relieved society of 
a couple of hundred pounds 
during the Goodwood 
week, he found to his 
sorrow and surprise that 
he was wanted.“ Hence 
185 seclusion of Boghamp- 

on. 

To encounter, therefore, during the second evening of his stay, a 
gentlemanly, well-dressed young fellow, who seemed to“ pal in” 
with him at once was a slice of luck indeed. Flynker was xo over. 
pee that he led him to the biggest hotel in the place, and suffered 

im to win ten pounds at billiards, And so confiding, so artless 
was his nature, that in a very short time all particulars respecting 
himeelf had been duly disclosed. 

His name was Clifford—Percy Montmorency Clifford—and his 
father, a Major General, resided in an adjoining county. But it 
was doosid slow at home, and being naturally a bit of a bounder— 
he said this with exquisite xatreté—London would have been his 
strle. “ But the guv'nor won't hear of London, and as he handles 
the finances I have to sing small at present. He allows me tive 
hundred a year, on condition that I remain here until I am of age 
thinks I can’t get into any harm, you know! But when I am of 
age, which will be in another couple of months, I come into 
twenty thou’, ready 
money down, left me 
by my grandmother, 
nnd the guv'nor can't 
touch h ha'penny of 
that. Lou can bet I'll 
make the feathers tly 
then! And I say, 
r seem n 
jolly old chappie, and 

now your bibs about— 
you shall help me to 
spend it! You can put 
me up to a wrinkle or 
two, T'll be bound. 
And I say! you cant 
believe how pleased I 
am to have met you, 
old boy. There's not 
an Johnnie in this 
blessed place worth 
speaking to, and I’ve 
been simply bored to 
death. But itll be 
different now!“ 

As for Flynker, he 
shook hands with him- 
self while returning to 
his lodgings that night. 
"ail Wt iy „This fairly wins it!“ 
hechuckled. “The finest 
slice of luck I’ve ever 
had! Help, him to 
spend it, indeed! It'll be rum if 1 don't handle the bally lot! 
Meanwhile, I'll set about getting an honest quid or two of him at 
billiards to be going on with. That tenner I let him win to-night 
will have given him confidence.” 

But this task scarcely turned out to be so easy as it appeared, 
The better he played—and he was a first-class player, and soon 
found it necessary to let himself out for all he was worth—the 
more outrageously did young Clifford fluke. Game after game, 
and night after night did some absurdly unnatural fluke bestow 
victory upon the mug, until, at the end of three weeks, Flynker 
found his capital reduced to something less than a fiver. 

“I must stop this,” he mused, with a picturesque string of oaths, 
He's a ee mug. but he's too lucky at billiards, and I'm just 
on broke. I must introduce the ‘ broads though I ought really to 
have a pal handy for that. Two are much better than one when 
there's any ‘cutting up’ to be done.” 

And luckily, that very day, one of “the boys“ knownas Crooked 
Bob, ran down to Bog - 
hampton to see 
Flynker, and was 
forthwith informed 
that “the finest mug 
in the world” was at 
hand, waiting to be 
“cut up,“ This was 
cheering news to the 
visitor, if you like; 
and no sooner ha 
they started on the 
war-path than Flyn- 
ker espied the object 
of their quest ad- 
vancing. 

“Here he comes,” 
he whispered hur- 
riedly.“ Il introduee 
you. Put on plenty of 
side, Mr. Clifford 


Mr. 

But Crooked Bob 
burst into a harsh, 
discordant fit of 
laughter. Well, 
strike me pink!“ he 
gusped. Is—is this 
your mug, Flynker? 

you mean to 
say —indicating the 
simpering Clitford 
with his fore-finger— 2 
“you don't know The Cake,’ the finest little billiard sharp 
in the country? Why, you're never going to tell me that 
he’ ” 

But Flynker heard no more. He had retired round the corner to 
kick himself. 


Shook hands with himself, 


Game after game. 


“Is ‘his your mug?“ 


— 


924 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, Ocrocer 12,1896, I dre 


4. 
“T have broken off my engagement 


SUPERFLUOUS MAN. - “Tilo, Bill! “ow goes 182" “Ob, orfal! no bust: He, (with at narrative, fearfully thriting). “To collect with ke mir tr nne . . 

to nessedoin’ at orl!” “Wot now, 7 Tits a momen marry his father, the. Ear" 

— De ue ike ei aap der 5 2 q 83 r poy * (musing, oh ! 20 sweetly). Tes, it would hardly takehonger. — Extract from Letter of Vous 2 
THE HOT COPPER: A TRAGEDY IN THREE ACTS. A CERTAIN CURE. 


CLADE 
D n 


. 


i — 


We 
lost hin 
while 1. 
demand 
The see 


(2) 80 they gave him a copy of Zarts! with most bencficial 
ace 401 m. pth 


THE ELDER’S GOOSE COOKED. u. Kas 
LE 8 


le bil. 1 


(1) "And here,’ saya the Laird, “the gobbling cormorant is gaun tae hee roasted the day, and he's fillin’ the whole countryside wi’ Meenister sald „Le 


§ 2) We will not pollute the 1 (3) In the gloaming the 0 
an’ the ’ smell o inyuns is drivin’ me frantic, an he's neither asked his anointed or his ordainet Meenister tae tak some ot “I 0 oan ine 1 der the stones Laird; there's a sbrickit Young 
think,” said the Meenister, “it wud be daein’ the Lord's work in the Lord's wa Laird, if ye were tae tak’ a muckle stone and clap it on his lum.” SE H. with what the 2 ” i Aufl 
® Meenister, yer inspirit like an auld prophet,” ut be said under aggravation, desvil abroad this night. sister that 
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The Aecucgc cl Accor div 


— ee -;> 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Well, my seal puls and patrons, and how do you all find yourselves by this time? Never roam, No theatre has he of his own:—Who wants a slavey who can play, Hour after hour 
i 


by 
lost himself yet, did someone say? Ha, ha! that s funny; I'll laugh the week after next. Mean- wight or day?—The pest of each suburban line, They well deserve a heavy fine :—The Knights- 
while ‘let me show you what L have prepared for — :—For China very wisely now, To uur b rider Roller Rink once more, Throws open to the world ite door.—Vm Fees tempted 7 ask 
{ demands agrees to bow :—Now that the summer's fairly ver, The burglar gets tu work ue more: you what you think of the weather. but as it’s sure to have changed to something very different 
| The season's last farewell display, Occurs upun the Trat h, they say — About on tour J. L. must by the time this reaches you, | refrain. Ta, tal— THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


AT THE TRADESMEN'S DOOR. 


HE KNEW THE CHARGES. 
pad Pog have to pay a pretty uncomfortable visit to 
i T shall havo to pay 0 pretty ancoméort- ON THE OTHER LEG. 
He, My Ainted mother, Milly, but ain't you ashamed to be 
seen out in those 
She, Not halt so much as I should be in yours! 


(T CHOKED HIM OFF. 


Young . What beautiful teeth you have, my pet. : 
A Nas. 7 take them out „Ah l you talks to that other feller because he nses such floury langnage, but he's all baking powder A GENTLE INSINUATION ; 
Sister that you kisst oan 2 Sone oa tke my Me i be is when you come te 3 im. * Cabby. Mind you don't buru yer movstarchers, eir 
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AMERICA is pre-eminently the land of advanced womanhood, 


There tlourishes the lady doctor, the lady lawyer. the lady auctioneer 
a : and the lady goodness knows 


what; but the emancipated 
female has at length received a 
check. A well-known figure 
in Boston society, famous for 
her equestrian skill, haz applied 
tothe authorities for a jockey 
licence —and been refused. 
And few will regret the decis- 
ion. The lady jockey is neither 
a pleasing or necessary addition 
to the ranks of the “New 
Woman.” 3 „ 


Ax unexpected honour has 
i been conferred wpe The 
Mildewed Fabric. le has 
been unanimously elected an 
Honorary Member of the sas 
and Sailor Cork Club, Chure 1 
Street, Greenwich, The F. O. 
while tendering his heartſelt 
thanks to the members of the 
club for the eT paid 
him, feels that after all they 
have only done their duty. If 
any living man knows what 
corka are, that man is A. 
SLO Rn. Ask Mr. J. Barnes, 
the Secretary. 85 


SHEFFIELD is this year the 
scene of the autumnal meetings of the Women’s Total Abstinence 
Union. The cutlery town has our most sincere sympathy. 


ALLY’s old-young pal. Charlie Collette, has just finished a success- 
ful tour among the Tafties in South Wales, and has come back all 
over leeks, goats. Caerphilly cheeses and other sweetmeats, This 
and next week he is making things hum at the Alexandra Theatre, 
Liverpool. Charlie’s little daughter Mary still continues in George 
Edwardes's Artist's Model, at Daly's Theatre, 

= 


THE statement that u series of articles by Tottie Goodenough 
entitled “Chappies I've peng With” has been accepted by 
Larks! is incorrect. The Editor of our mammoth ha’penny comic 
rightly opines that such a series would be far too lengthy. 


. 

A BALLET Girls’ Protection Association is announced as in 
course of formation Funny, now ; we were always under the 
impression that ballet girls were old enough to look after 
themselves, „ 

Mrs. Patrick CAMPBELL has at length reached what was 
once supreme height of an actress's ambition—she has played 
Juliet. And all London 
will tlock to see her, for 
apart from the fact that 
it is long since the 
immortal bard's tragedy 
was presented at a Lon- 
don theatre, the interest 
which attaches to a new 
Juliet is immense, more 
especially when tho 
Romeo happens to be an 
auctor of auch eminence 
as Mr. Forbes Robertson. 
The Lyceum production 
is a grand one in every 
way. Go. *\° 


THE loss of Mrs. Lang- 
try’s jewels has not 
proved quite the huge 
advertisement it might 
have done, the big silver 
robbery fairly knocking 
it out of time. Without 
wishing to be at all un- 
E towards the fair 

uily, we would ig 
that jewel robberies have 
been à bit overdone. 
They don't draw at all 
now, even when, as in 
the present case, they 
really are genuine. 


= 
THE Ancient took the Skunk out for a morning's cubbing with 
the Mildew Court hounds the other day, when the style and:action 
of the celebrated steed created much comment. It is understood 
that a well-known local gentleman in the cat’s-meat profession 
made a very substantial offer for the animal, 


s 
CHINA has climbed down. For just a little while it really looked 
as though we should have to go and make John sit up a bit, but 
the British ultimatum has been accepted, and miesionary murderers 
will be brought to justice. Little Japan chawed up the cowardly 
crew easily enough ; a row with England would have been a much 
more lively affair. 3 „ 


Mr. Iky Moses, whose frequent absence from his accustomed 
haunts has been much commented upon, writes us to say that ho 
is away pheasant shooting. The address—Castle, Holioway— 
strikes us as a trifle familiar. Wonder what sort of sport he’s 
having! ae 

s 


Ir the recent remarkable weather did nothing else, it, at any rate, 
provided the poor newspapers with a subject for almost unlimited 
“copy” ata time 
when something 
of the 1 55 tie 
ver a 

nee di ed A 
“oldest inhabi- 
tant,” which, by 
the way, is 
merely a polite 
synonym for an 
incurable and 
colossal liar, 
has had a splen- 
did innings of it, 
relating his ex- 
periences of pre- 
vious “ records.“ 
and the subur- 
ban gentlemen 
who always 
make a point of 
writing to papers 
whenever they 
hear the cuckoo, 
or grow an extra-sized gooseberry, have not neglected to rush into 
the fray with thrilling little anecdotes of the temperature in their 
back gardens. A phenomenal September truly, but, as poor Nelly 
Farren used to warble. * You mustn't believe all you hear.” 
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function, but the obsequies of 
y was distinguished by a little 


A FUNERAL is not often a livel 
a Brooklyn gentleman the other 
disturbance that 
quite marred the 
solemn nature of 
t he proceedings, 
The late lamented 
had been married 
three times, and, 
although his first 
wife was dead, the 
second was only 
divorced, and 
turned up, fully- 
determined to play 
the part of chief 
mourner. The 
third wife, how- 
ever, had some- 
thing to say on 
this point, and the 
friends of cach of 
the ladies taking 
sides, the dispute 
rapidly developed 
into a Peay’ that 
called for the in- 
tervention of the 
police. Eventu- 
ally the sorrowing 
widows drove ex- 
actly side by 
side, in different 
carriages, and the . 
remains were buried in peace, whilst the 1 collected the 
scattered hairpins, and removed the wounded to the hospital. 
McCarthy's Wedding Party was a fool to this Brooklyn funeral. 


Last Saturday terminated the Salvation Self Denial week, during 
which, specially selected members of the happy band, who all 
looked as if they'd all denied themselves their breakfast. stood at 
street corners and rat'led their boxes with 1 vigour. 
The General is still enjoying his nice little holiday in the East. We 
should really like to know what he denied himself? 


s 
Ir was with very genuine regret that ALLY learnt of the death 
of his old friend, Harry Payne, the celebrated clown. Poor Payne 
ad been very ill for months. and the numerous kindnesses he 
received from his many friends in the profession serve to show 
how widely he was esteemed. His was the task to make us smile ; 
it is now our turn to mourn, 1 


“THERE is yet no positive indication,” says a contemporary, 
devoted to the interests of the fair, “as to what alterations in 
feminine fashions the winter 
will bring with it.“ This is very 
sad, because Sybil,” “ Gladys,” 
„Gwendoline,“ and the rest of 
the Lady's Letter scribes 
appear to precious hard up 
for copy just now. Nor will 
the fair sex hail the intelligence 
with any amount of delight; \ 
though the long-suffering hubby 
cannot but 1 5 that it will 
be some time before he is again 
called upon to: part. 


THE Chronic Inebriate has 
this day been sufticiently sober 
to confer the “ Award of Merit” 
upon E. J. SWIFT, because he's 
a man of spirit, “¥Feyther,” 
remarked the Cerulean-Orbec 
gravely, “I ‘ope. 1 do ‘ope this 
‘ere aint intended as a bribe? 
I ‘appen to know as Messrs, 
Swift and Co. are the celebrated 
wine and spirit merchants of 
Birmingham. and l'm also 
aware that your own booze 
supplier has refused you any ~—@ 
more tick. All 1 can say is if / 
the noo F.O.S. is mug enough 
to trust yer——” But at this 
stage the Aged very properly 
naserted himself, and three 
minutes later Alexandry was conveyed in sections to the Royal Free. 


* 

Way, what is this? “The Directors of the Empire are happy to 
announce the engagement of Mr. Sims Reeves, who has kindly 
consented to sing for a limited number of nights.” Surely there 
must be some mistake. Zhe Sims Reeves gave his last farewell 
when we were only ao high, and “his positively, absolutely final” 
years ago. Can it be possible that—but, no, there must be some 
error somewhere. * 8 

s 


Messrs. Albert Chevalier and Gus Elen have, between them 
invested the coster, his donah and the moke, with n good deal ot 
romance ; but the pleasing illusion is being somewhat dispelled by 
the repeated prosecutions of these itinerant purveyors for the 
extremely commonplace crime of giving short weight. The 
authorities have been upon the warpath lately, and the fraudulent 
barrow merchants have, in their own dialect, “ copped it werry ot.“ 
Mr. 'Enery Awkins had better turn over a new leaf. 


— — 


SHE FORCED 


~» 


Child. Why do people always cry at weddings, papa? 


IT OUT OF HIM! 


(Saturday, October 12, 1895, 1 
A CHRONICLE OF (The l 
A CALENDAR von THE WERK hed he de EVENTS. 


— 


18th October. 1674.—The first pl 
Morveco, written by Settle) was published faa fields ‘imme fl 4 
strations, 


14th October, 1817.—The Right Hon. J ‘ 
lawyer and wit, diea this day at Amelia E 5 — 
nearly seventy. It was Curran, who, on being told that Flood 
caught small-pox, said.“ Well.! I'm sorry for the small. pox. had 


15th October, 1651.—“The Royal Wanderer” 
landed this day in a collier at Brighton, « where. ata tac 1 
Street, he supped, smoked and caroused, but He 
table by Tattershall, the master of the vessel. 


16th October, 1803.—Robert Stephenson, civi ‘ 
FIRS, DL, MP, ete, the only son of George ‘tephennzineen 
no family behind him. His wife died many years lg eft 
remai a widower, so that the direct line from George st =e he 
son, the eminent engineer, has died out. James Watt, the len 
inventor, left no descendants. Shakespeare, Milton, Bacon Neid 
Harvey, Pope, Mansfield, Pitt, Fox, Gray, Cowper,’ Collin” 
Thomson, Goldsmith, Congreve, Hume. Bishop, Butler. Lee 
Hobbs, Adam Smith, Bentham, Davy, Sir Joshua Reynolds Sir 
Thomas Lawrence, Byron, Lord Clyde, and others well-known 10 
fame in British annals, have no lineal representatives now living, 5 


17th October, 1890.—“ A Court- martial at Toulon tric 
mysterious and extraordinary case, About four months bei, 4 
Charles Wernert disappeared from his regiment. A day or pode 
ago he returned to his corps and gave himself up. The story le 
told to the Court to-day was a strange one. Between his relatiy : 
nnd another family at Lyons existed a deadly feud. Its origin he 
refused to state. A duel arose out of it, which took place in the 
garden of Wernert's house in the presence ot seconds aud 
doctor, and the combat was fought with swords, In fi, 
minutes Wernert had run hia opponent through the boi. 
He was carried to Lyons, and soon died. One of the i. 
ceased man’s seconds then challen; the sub-lieutenant. Tie 
second encounter also took place in Wernert's garden at night, by 
the light of lanterns, in presence ot seconds and n docter 


est 


Was recognised at 


‘TWAK a 
he autume 
ppointmen 
ola cat a W 


The challenger was fatally wounded, although this time W. » Age 0 
was himself slightly hurt. Fearing that he would be * I chat wit 
appear before the assizes to answer for the death of his adversaries f Suburbi 
when the whole family drama which caused the combats would bc jovel and 


urbed the 
Infrequent 1 
At length 
ovly plaint 
“Oh, do 
eorge,” 8h 
ated allt 
bose any bo 
17 


discussed before the public, he partially lost his reason, determi 
to sacrifice the brilliant prospects that lay before him, els 
that the family secret might be left undisturbed. The charge on 
which he appeared before the Court-martial was illegal absi-nce 
from duty.’ Taking all the circumstances into account, the Count 
acquitted the sub-lieutenant.” 


18th October, 1818.—Tom Moore under this date speaks 
A man ina theatre calling out the name of Smith, on which fifty x 


sixty persons got up. Frankland Lewis said that in à Welsh con „Let th 
pany, when a gentleman said, Mr. John Jones, mav I have a gh orze, de 
of wine with you?” about fourteen of the party popped forth ther oe i 01 


heads in reply. 


19th October, 188 7.—A large whale, thirty-five feet long 
was washed on shore this morning close to Tilbury Fort. It had 
been claimed by the Crown, and was landed on the Tilbury Dock 
premises, 


bride?” | 


evertheles 
bserver n 
etected a t 
passed nerot 
lor a girl t. 
iss her stra 
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ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES ANOTHER. 


THE wife of a certain preposterously wealthy merchant on the — a 
Coal Exchange, is very much exercised in her mind just at prent eral oe 
with regard to a little gilt-edged note which she received the other 2 550 Sy 11 
day and feels it her duty to reply to. You must know it was like 1 you 
this: Oratory Square, . W., where the ridiculously oofy City tof HB vers 4 1 
aforesaid lives with his wife and daughters, contains sever! self 1 tl 
residents who are in what the Neferte calls “the profession.” In on = i 


particular we would allude to Seenyer Baritono, of the Grn 
Opera, who hangs out at No. 17, the house with the pink flower. 
boxes and dirty windows. 

Well, on the occasion of one of her swell “ At Homes” recently. 
Mrs, Jinglegilt—that's the wealthy lady's name—sent this card to 
the Seenyer, or Singyer, or——oh, spell it how you like! This wasit: 


t her word, 
And take 
auled abo 
But he 0 
arling,” he 
I well he 
possessed hi 
weet finger 


Mrs. AND Missxs NEWCASTLE | ne xo 


JIXGLEGILT pride, the 
AT HOME eins as f al 
Wednesday, September 11th, 1893, ere he end 
3 to 6 o'clock. give me 50 
Will Seenyer Baritono please a op feel 
bring his music ? F ‘ 
22 Oratory Square, S. W. ith a look 


o said, 4 
‘cause—we 
nenn to sli 
uspicions a 
jou know, a 


And the Seenyer went, and he “took his music,“ and, poor 
bounder! they kept him hard at it the whole afternoon. 

Last week the Seenyer sent out invitations to a reception, and 
that's what's worrying Mrs. Jinglegilt, for the one she received ru: 


| SEENYER TAPP v OO BARITONO 
AT HOME 
Wednesday, October 8th, 1895, 
All day. 
Will Mra. Jinglegilt please bring 
a couple of tons of Wallsend 
' and a chaldron of coke? 
— — 


Mrs. Newcastle Jinglegilt is busily thinking out her answer. 
— — 


Alt 


oft 


Father. Most of em have been married themselves, dear ! 
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THE DIAMOND HAN DKERCHIE 


F. 
‘The craze among swell ladies is to carry diamond-studded 
{The latest pet hanakerchiefs} 


1—THe Lover. 
“ ALas!" exclaims the 
oofless swain, 
Who some Swell-Beauty 
fain would gain, 
“ Another blow 
To one who's low— 
(In brass, not birth) 
barr threaten 


NY 
grief, 
I For, thanks to Fashion's 
DW new decree, 
A woman wants more 
4. d. 
For, nowadays, 
Girls have a craze 
For diamonds on their 
handkerchief.” 


cc you 
+ pave 4 - Boo 


Il.—THE LUMBERER. 
„ Hooray!" exclaims 
Clyfaker Joe, 
“This noo fad is a fust-clarce go. 
The e. r 
(All fal-de- 
Ses dimunts on the wipe for her! 
whereby, it’s nov worth while, ses I, 
To go about and fake a cly— 
Which is, yer know, 
‘rench cummy-fo 
For sneakin’ of yer ‘ankercher ?“ 


fee Mlle peering f 
‘Twas a drawing-room in Syden „ und the last rays o 
1 sun bathed the spacious apartment and its costly 
ppointments in a flood of rosy light. Upon the richly upholstered 
fa eat a well- matched young couple in all the prime and glory of 
ie Age of Love.” Beauteous she, tall, sweet and graceful, with 
ll that winning charm of manner that characterises the haut ton 
H Suburbia; he—the well-knit, handsome young Englishman of 
ovel and romance. For a while they spoke not; no sound dis- 
urbed the peaceful stillness of the room, save the faint but not 
infrequent noise occasioned by the fervour of osculation. 
‘At length she spoke, and her pure young voice rang out richly in 
oylx plaintive entreaty. © 
“Oh, do dry up, now, 
eorge,” she cried; “you've 
ited all my hair, and sup- 
bose anybody should come 


“Let them come,” said 
Beorze, defiantly, “are you 
ot mx own, my aftia 
ride!“ But he desisted, 
evertheless, and a careful 
bserver might even have 
tected a shade of relief that 
passed ncross his countenance, 
lor a girl that suffers you to 
iss her straight off for nearly 
hree quarters of an hour 
efore she finds out it’s 
naughty, is a bit trying, say 
hat vou like, 

Perhaps some sense of her 
orer's feeling communicated 
self to the girl's sensitive je te 
ature ; perhaps she felt ef that he should thus readily take her 
t her word, for she drew herself slightly from him as she said, coldly, 
And take your arm away from me, too, George, I do hate to be 
auled * and you're making my new blouse n perfect wreck.” 
But he only pressed her closer in his embrace. May, my 
rling,” he exclaimed, “do not spurn me from you, I know, 1 feel 
Il well how unworthy 1 am of you, but this ring—and here he 
possessed himself of her hand—this ring which I placed upon your 
weet finger but a short week ago, is it not a token that you have 
iven your love and heart to me? Ah! how I recall the joy, the 
pride, the wild thrill of exultant ecstasy that surged through my 
eins as | slipped on this glittering circlet. There, beloved“ - and 
ere he endeavoured to draw the diamond bauble from her hand— 
give me your ring, and as I place it once more upon your finger, 
t me feel again the pagsions I have described, let us plight our 
both again that the vows may be doubly sacred.” 
But the fair girl drew her hand sharply away, and faced her lover 
ith a look of tirm determination, “Not if 1 know it, George,” 
e said, „ not if 1 know it. I know this ring is a diamond one, 
‘cause—well, I've had it valued ; but how do I know you don't 
pean to slip on a paste replica in exchange. Forgive me if my 
uspicions are unjust, George, but I’ve been engaged three times, 
jou know, and I’ve been had before, George, I’ve been had before. 


— — 


A LOT MORE CONVENIENT. 
7701 ! a 
i THEATRE |; 
i 8 


„44% 
040 


Weg, 
et 
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{|r 


i 
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Low Comedy, Will you cut your hair for the convict part to-night? 
: . Wi : rs 
Tragedy, No; Tl hang it on the Lat-peg ! 
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THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


Rock BroxzE Works, RAWTENSTALL, 

Near MANCHESTER, Sept. 28¢h, 1895. 
DEAR S1Rr,—I received the Award of Merit.“ 1 am well pleased, 
and thank you very much for same. I must further thank vou for 
your kind offer to insert my photo in your F. O. S. Galery. You 
will be rendering me some valuable assistance as regards adver- 
tising Rock Bronze, which otherwise I am sorry I could not do. 
However, I shall have some new photos ready by Saturday next, 
and will forward a couple in different positione | o you can use 
the one you think most suitable. In conclusion, allow me once 
more to express my sincerest thanks. It feels such a contrast to 
have your friendly help after five years’ hard work. I will send 

particulars for insertion with photos. I remain, yours sincerely, 


Howanb BURTON, 
— — — 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued), 
I BECOME RECONCILED TO MY AUNT. 


[ FEEL assured, mute, but dearest confidant of my inmost 
r that you will be rejoiced to learn that after my | and 
sad digression I have again reverted to the path of virtue. “How 
long I might have upon my mad career along the downward 
track I tremble to think, but my recent awful and expensive 
experience has happily had the effect of checking me in time, and 
as 1 look k now upon the many sinful follies I have allowed 
myself to be led into, my mind is filled with righteous horror, and 
I shudder to think how near 1 was to the precipice of self- 
destruction. 

As soon as I felt well enough to leave Mr. Wilkinson's, I took an 
omnibus to my aunt's and crept penitently up to my rooms, where 
1 exchanged my soiled and crumpled garments for clothes of more 
sober character. I confess, dear diary, that my heart beat 
anxiously as I knocked at the door of my relative's sitting-room, for 
I could now understand how well 1] deserved her wrath, and my 
conscience smote me as I reflected how I had pained her, and I own 
the possibility of being cut out of her will filled me with gloomy 
apprehension, 

Well, Septimus,” said my aunt, sternly, “ have you yet awakened 
id 18 your soul's peril, or are you still in the toils of the 

Evil One?” 

No, dear aunt,” I answered; “I rejoice to say that the sense of my 
Gal ltd has come home to me—the lost sheep returns once more.” 

“That is like my own Septimus!" said my aunt, softening ; but 
you must renounce the evil companions who have led you astray.” 

“1 will, aunt !—I will!” I cried. “No more shall they lure your 
own ewe lamb from the fold! 

“Then, I forgive you, Septimus,” said my aunt: “and see, I tear 
up this letter to my solicitor, instructing him to draw up a now 
will, leaving my property to the Society for the Moral Elevation of 
the Jim-Jam Islanders.” 

A sigh of relief escaped me : it had been a near thing after all. 

“ And,” continued my aunt, “you will, perhaps, be interested to 
know that the daughter of.an old school friend of mine is shortly 
to Py a visit to me. I understand she is a most accomplished 
— intellectual girl. She will be a pleasant companion for you, 

imus. 

21 trust so, aunt,” I said, gravely. 

But I regret, dear diary, that I left the room wondering if she 
would at all resemble any of the beautiful De reer young 
ladies I met at the music-halis. 1 do hope she does—no !—what 
have I written ?—I mean—but then, I'm afraid she isn't likely to. 


(To be continued next week.) 
— 


THAT RILES HIM. 
THE red-haired man yaps out an oath, 
When the crowd his hair abuses : 
The fortune-hunting knave is wroth 
When an heiress him refuses. 
The babe, immured for mischief, squeals ; 
But the fiercest form of fury 
Is that which the struggling tradesman feels, 
When asked to sit on a jury ! 


— — 


“FATHER OF THE MAN.“ 


it. It is a pretty, pastoral scene. 
At the door a 


. Ashe stands there in his blue Oxford shirtsleeves (for coats 
he wears a worried look. 
“Have you come along the road from Stratford, mister?” he 
who chances to pass that way ona 


cigarette and a . one. 8 
se Well, well,” persisted the Creekite, “had he gota stovepipe hat 


The pedestrian replied that he certainly had. 

“Then that was him! Ah, mister, I dunno who you are, but 
you can understand a father's anxiety, 1 dessay. For twenty-two 
years I've worn the same old cloth hat that 1 hold in my hand 
now. But my boy, who's been brought up and eddicated by the 
School Board, says on'y crackpots and Queer Hardies wears the 
‘badge o toil’ after businese hours, an’ this afternoon he brought 
home that stovepipe hat with him. He said he was going to wear 
it ter-night up to the music-hall,and I said ne shouldn't. Angry 
words ensued, and he dared me to ‘coine outside’ and see who 
should give in. I'll bet he didn’t think there was so much go in 
the old dog as there was; but the pup got the worst of it. P'r’aps 
he'd ha’ won if it had been ennybody elso but his old dad as he was 
a-fightin’, but anyway, he hollered out that he didn't want no 
more, and we went indoors to tea. And now, strike me lucky, he's 
dodged me somehow, and gone off to the music-hall in that there 
hat!“ 

“Oh, well, cheer up,” said the pilgrim to Southend consolingly, 
“it 1 nearly as serious as it might be; he'll not get into 
trouble.” 8 

„Oh, no; Jim can tako his own part,“ said the old man, “but it 
hurts me to think that, in that there hat, nobody’'ll reco'nise him 
as my son, but they'll take him for a clerk, or a doctor, or a lawyer, 
or somethink, and go bring the whole family inter disrepute !” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
„LAzk of Ancient Rome: The indolence of the Emperor Nero. 
BILL SIKES likes to be on the safe side—of the counting-house 
he enters, 
“COUNSEL for the Deſence.— Don't plead ‘Guilty ’!” 


THE BRIGANDS. 


— 


CHAPTER IV. 

Gr1vsePPe BOLERO waved his hand to the fair Constantia and 
tarned towards the rocky region where he dwelt together with the 
motley crew of robbers 
whom he commanded. 
Constantia laughed as 
he left, it suited her 
mood and her circum- 
stances to flatter Bolero 
with a belief that she 
favoured his attentions, 
but she was determined 
that his position as cap- 
tain of the brigands 
should yet be occupied 
by Carolus Luigi Cor- 


reg. 
should make his for- 
tune, and should retire 
from the activities and 
discomforts of a life of 
brigandage, and should 
marry her. 

And 7 she had a 
doubt if all would turn 
out as she ho For 


i: it would always be 
this. In the village 
where they dwelt Caro- 
lus had a friend — a 
female ane: — Rede 
young an u 
and good She was young and beautiful and good. 

Woman can read woman, and each of these women read the 
other, Julia Trisetti knew that Constantia el Sorroto was ambitio 
but did not dream that she was ambitious past the verge — 
dishonesty. Constantia el Sorroto divined the secret that Julia 
Trisetti loved Carolus, and feared that he might yet place his 
affection on one who was a worthy rival. Therefore Constantia 
determined that she would induce lus to be a brigand. His 
new occu} n would effectually sever him from Julia—he would 
become = 23 23 7 yous be without Bow of 

. But to accomplish a 8 WO re some schem 

and fos determined tobe cautious, sbi 

That very night Constantia began her machinations. When she 
met Carolus she was gay, and even gave him tokens of her favour. 
She allowed him to kiss her hand, and she made the youth happy, 
and then she chilled him by a reminder of the length of time hag 
must elapse ere he could hope to be able to marry her. The youth 
chafed at her treatment. 

“ You love me not,” he muttered furiously, as he strode beside her. 


Allowed him to kiss ber hand. 


“TI hardly dare, it seems to be so long ere we can be married.” 

“You hardly dare? I would dare anything for you,” said Carolus. 
1 5 beers — said Constantia, quietly, “‘ would you, for instance, 
tlie for me?” 

„would die for you if dying for you would do you any good. 
Lut 1 would rather live for you.’ 

“Is there no means whereby you could hope to make money 
more quickly?“ 

“None that I know of,” said 3 gloomily. 

“ Bolero’s troop, for instance? said Constantia, as she looked 
down on the ground. 

“You only say this to try me,” said Carolus, “you would not 
have me become a brigand.” 

“1t-seeems a brave life.” 

It is a life that is dishonest.” 

It is not dishonest to rob the oppressors,” said Constantia. 

“ Brigands do not discriminate between tne oppressors and the 
oppressed,” _ retorted 
Carolus. 

“Then the life is so 

ree an a OP 

“Js so full of dan- 
ger,” added Carolus, 
“one might be shot at 
any moment.” 

“You are not a 
coward, are you?” said 
Constantia, as she drew 
herself proudly = 
“You said you would 
dic for mea minute ago 
—would you not risk a 
little that we might be 


happy?” 
1 would risk any 
thing — but to be a 
brigand!“ 

t is easy to say that 
you wouid risk any- 
thing, but you refuse 
to risk the only thing 
that is within your 
reach to risk. Carolus, 
1 think we must part 
for ever.” 

“Why?” 

“Because you are 3 
coward,” 

“A coward, am 1?” 
said Carolus furiously, 
as he turned away. 

That night the hut that was usually occupied by Carolus knew 
him not. For Carolus was far up on the mountain side at the 
bivouae of the brigands awaiting the return of Giuseppe Bolero 
that he might volunteer as one of the band. 

(To be continued next week.) 


Drew herself proudly up. 


— — + - 


328 
THE F. O. 8s.“ PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 308. Mn. WALTER G. EDDOWES, P. 0.8. 


“Despite the world-wide reuown which the subject of our 
sketch this week has won for himself, it is just possible that 
there may exist a few benighted unaware of his fame, 
who may desire to know by what means he has gained a place 
of honour in our famous Gallery. Though not an actor, our 
hero has, in his life, played many As a sailor before the 
mast he has journeyed far and wide, and made such use of his 
opportunitics that he is now the muster of five languages. 
Space forbids us to enumerate the many callings at which 
Walter has tried his hand ; but it is scarcely an exaggeration to 
say that he has done everything, though never anyboty. He 
is now England's Champion Rinker, for which reason he was 
created P. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to 
him August 31st, 1895.“ —Debrett Improved, 


Liza. Oh! I say, George, this is Ide Park, where orl the toffs 
come, ain't it? * 

George. Tus, Lis? 

Liza. Then let's sit dhaarn ere, they'll take us for a bart and 
dartness. 


N.. len't it a nui-ance? Mother gays we necilat go into 
more than half mourning for Uncle Popplowink ! 
Flossie, Wy? Ithn't he more'n half dead? 


~<a 


Charming Widow, What do you consider the age of love, 
Colonel? take ber down to the Metropole at Brighton 


Gallant Colonel, Why, the present age. most asxuredly: for 
it ix the value of the present which often determines the 
depth of aff 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
“MICE ‘VERSA. 


The New Man. Ob, dear! what a fearfully muddy crossing, and there's a horrid woman watching me! 


iT SURPRISED HER. 


Le 
A 


Mrs. Hooligan, who has just purchased a book on love, says, “She didn't know before that it 
Kisstontary 0 cuss the bride.” iss 


THE QUESTION SOLVED, GIRLS SNOOK’S HAD ROWS WITH. 


The Dook got an awful doing from this 
girl, and quite right too. He offered to 


for a week, and at the last moment wired 


to say he'd got the Flu. The truth is, hi 
hadn't got any boodle. sis 


8 


This 
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Advantages of clazsical education for the young. 


Vol. 


Bound in limp cloth, with rough edges. 


% Miss Sloper will be delighted to recetee photographs from tho 
© her friends thoes portraits have net yet born mene f 


1O0OTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


No. 412.—Miss JANBT WILSON. 

1 ” 
Light of my soul, say, say thou wilt be mine” , 5e ci 
For black despair is his who loves in vain.” —Lord Bo. 


“A thousand hearts are captive to her charms.”— The Hon. Bil'y. 


THE MODERN CHILD. 


ct 


1 
anyrate 
in Batt 
to mudi 


NG 


"4 come with me: Tomo“! 
4 nd Pond to =" 


“Ob, Miss Daisy! I wish 
Parker wants me to go with him to the Rou 1 
dis boat, and it wouldn't look well to go with him, unies 
dad a chaperon. 
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Tramp, le 
Well I want 
Maportanee, 


